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CHE MANIFESTATION OF SHUGARA 


Tempel ov Blood 


Agios O Shugara! 


The Terror to Come... 


With the preparations in already in place by those before us, it is 
now time for those of the TOB to let the crimson torrents of life elixir flow 
into this terrestrial ball of dirt. The acausal blackness must be made real now 
and an offering made to entice the Dark Gods to break through the Gate to 
our realm. 


With the sweat of our efforts, and the tears and blood of those efforts 
drained forth from our enemies, an elixir sweet to those beyond the Abyss 
will come forth. The smoke and ash will clear to reveal the New Aeon! 


The following will detail how the Initiate may presence the 
Darkness and thus become as a Gate to our Gods. This action is necessary for 
the success of the Final Harvest and the emergence of the New Aeon. 


This work was created to provide the vampire further Gateways 
with which to open the Nexion leading to that acausal blackened essence 
which makes us what we are. Drill Sgt. Grey, Awake! 


Pathworking Note - Some path workings will reach a level of 
intensity that will forever remain with the vampire. It is these which will 
cause true alchemical change. 


To reach the level of awareness necessary requires proper 
preparation. For the nights previous to the rite, study the Godform, meditate 


on the sigils, and express the energy of the God/Demon in creative ways. 
Draw pictures, write stories, sculpt, etc. The imagination is not the acausal 
but is a Gateway to it. Some workings begin as an imaginative journey but 
end taking on a life and intensity that cannot be mistaken for ones own mind. 


Azanigin Ascending 


Key to vampiric attainment is Communion with AZANIGIN. The 
death experienced in initiation is followed by the Rain of Mercy that 
AZANIGIN will give to you. Only the worthy will receive Her Gift of the 
highest red elixir. You will come to know her as your MOTHER. It is in the 
infinite black of Her womb that our rebirth takes form. 


SONG OF SATAN 


Tempel ov Blood 


“THEY” are coming from the black depths of deep space. “THEY” have 
been awaiting the time for Aeons and Aeons The gates of Saturn, the black 
spaces of deathly silence. 


And in that day, comfort shall be destroyed for the weak. And in that day, the 
Noctulians shall reign in blood which shall be split in the streets up the level 
of the horses bridle. And it will be a blessing for all. 


Oh Immaculate Tempel of Blood - thou hast paved the way for the opening of 
the gates to the Abysmal black! Oh Secret Rites of Satan, how your slaves 
pour out themselves in sacrificial suicide for the manifestation of thy erotic 
principalities. To darken the skies with infernal smoke of hell! 


Every seventeen years. Every seventeen years. The certain son being the age 
of eleven moons times two shall be the gift for him, the gift for them! 


Blood-splattered Baphomet, raise your knife above the porcelain flesh of thy 
male sacrifice. 


Four years after the turning of the millennium, thy shall receive the fertilizer 
which shall birth demonic spirits of power. 


They tremble at the gate of Saturn awaiting release so that the needful change 
shall sweep the stars and terra. 


Do not speak. There is silence in the land. The silence has become the song of 
the Abyss - bring us forth, Sons of Night. 


CHE COMING OF HINDEX 


By Czar Azag-kala; TOB 


Introduction: 


At the time of this writing, that being, the sinister year 114yf (Year 
of the Fuhrer) eh (Era Horrificus) and known in the Roman calendar by 2003 
Anno Domini, the civilization of the West is declining at a rapid rate. This 
Aeon is coming to a close via natural cause, however, the fall is being 
agitated and the aeonic forces distorted by the Magian forces who are 
embodied in the term ‘the white lodge’ (versus the ‘black lodge’ of Sinister 
Adepts, Masters and Lady Masters, and Grand Masters). Being 
knowledgeable that the energies of the West are on the wane, the Magians 
have sought to capitalize on the situation (as is not uncommon) by distorting 
the Western energies and also by executing and influx of energies congruent 
to their own purposes. 


The results of the Magian influence can be seen the world over, very 
prominent in Western Europe and pre-eminent in America and Canada 
especially. As sites such as Stonehenge and Babylon were esoteric 
strongholds for particular groups of magickians working towards specific 
aeonic goals in times of yore; we now see places such as New York City, Los 
Angeles and London being utilized by primarily Magian forces who are 
working for their own very specific aeonic outcomes. 


Logically, such Magian strongholds are being and have been 
targeted both esoterically and exoterically by individuals and groups which 
are at odds with the Magian program. Some of these individuals and groups, 
such as Muslim extremists, are under the influence of an older, stagnant ethos 
which is threatened by the Magian powers and also is in sum, antithetical to 
the kind of program the White Lodge seeks to see realized. The variety of 


cultural minorities and specific aeonic cults that wish to see the downfall of 
the White Lodge and the Magian plans thwarted are many. Not all of them 
(and to be truthful, most of them do not) work towards aims themselves 
which could be viewed as in similitude with what is being sought by the 
various Sinister groups spread across the globe. However, by seeking the 
breakdown of the infrastructures associated with Magian power they are 
being quintessentially defiant and aiding in the dismantling of certain 
institutions which impede a proper Imperium followed by a Galactic Aeon of 
sorts which has been premeditated by groups such as the Order of Nine 
Angles out of Shropshire, England. 


Certain of these groups formations, especially those that are native 
to the West (a European example would be National Socialism, and 
American example would be the state's rights movements and the 
neo-secessionists) possess in themselves factors which are benevolent 
towards the Sinister strategy of a real, physical manifestation of Vindex - an 
event which will be a prelude to Imperium and a new Aeon which would flow 
from the (then) past Western Aeon. Such factions should be targeted and 
manipulated by Sinister Adepts, as well as aided and subtly subverted 
towards Sinister purpose by Sinister Path Initiate. 


Even those groups which are not possessing pro-Sinister qualities 
but are at war with Magian forces should be aided in a way that they will 
hasten the downfall of the White Lodge, effectively being used by those of 
the Sinister Path as a sort of 'exoteric battering ram’ against institutions that 
impede the Aeonic outcomes which we seek. After goals relating to their use 
have been completed, such groupings can be termed expendable and 
dismantled or properly subverted towards any number of programs according 
to the acting will of the Sinister Path adherent so involved. 


The 'coming of Vindex,' which is described by Grand Master Anton 
Long of the Order of Nine Angles as the arrival of a ‘person of destiny’ who 
will possess the needed skills and abilities to mount a considerable offensive 
against forces that are detrimental to the Sinister Dialectic and rally forces 
which will invoke future, Sinister energies is not an uncommon theme. Such 
is virtually the same as the ‘arrival of the warrior Christ’ in Aryanism 
influenced christian cults (He comes, his vesture dripped in blood, with a 


sword in hand, riding upon a white horse, flanked by celestial starships to 
cleanse the earth planet of anti-evolutionary jewish forces and their willing 
lackeys) or the ‘incarnation of Kalki' as told in the Vedic myths (a warrior 
figure, similar to the above mentioned ‘warrior Christ’). Such archetypes can 
be manipulated within their respective cults in order to, more and more, make 
attributes of their archetype equal to that of Vindex. 


Likewise, a Vindex-type figure within the primitive sub-cultural 
Devil Worship cults can be seen in the figure of 'the Antichrist’. 


This 'Antichrist is the leader of darkness, a man of destiny, who is 
born into a physical body and rises to power in order to utterly wipe out the 
forces of Christianity and (magian) Messianic hopes - establishing a new 
Satanic Order upon the earth planet. 


In that sense, both 'Christ' and 'the Antichrist’ are forms which can 
be manipulated by Sinister adherents, to anticipate the arrival of Vindex. 


Czar Azag-kala 
TOB; 114yf 
2003eh 


CHOLONZON - A BAMPIRIC 
ANALYSIS 


By Nightmare Tyrant ;TOB 


Let us take a moment and consider the fundamentals of 
CHORONZON. What or who is Choronzon? 


CHORONZON is the hungry Demon of the gate to the Abyss ( Sitra 
Ahra ) according to qliphotic systems. He is the final stepping stone before 
entering the hidden sphere of Daath. 


The Demon is like the Red Guard standing before the iron gateway 
to the Abyss; He is red in color because he is soaked and stained from the 
blood of failed neonates of the past and present which have been reduced to 
piles of flesh and drained of that crimson nectar. 


He has 333 arms, all of which hold an overly large razor sharp blade. 
Some may think of Him as their ultimate worst NIGHTMARE where as 
others will find ecstasy in his vile incarnation. One must pass through the 
hideous meat grinder that is CHORONZON if they wish to tread the bleak 
and backwards waters of the Abyss. Under this dim light, Choronzon may be 
the guiding Demon of trespass whose inflicting tendrils act as a stripping 
effect of the false ego leading to Godhead or, he may be the rabid alienic wolf 
extending his cold hand only to break yours, inflicting unparalleled 
punishments and rendering your being shattered and paralyzed. 


Those who come to the Demon whole-heartedly seeking the 
embrace of the Abyss will encounter themselves passing through to the other 
side, finding a Black Paradise awaiting them, among THEM. Those who seek 
the Demon half-heartedly however will instead find themselves shredded 
into 333 pieces with no one to step in and save them. It will then be their 


responsibility to attempt to rekindle themselves and regain some sense of 
meaning or Worth for their pathetic excuse of a life. 


As a result of this tearing apart of the soul, they may experience a 
psychological break lasting for an indefinite amount of time, they may find 
themselves running the complete other direction back into the hands of the 
magian influence and ultimately enslavement, or they may find themselves 
dead on arrival. When someone pushes their spiritual, psychological, 
emotional and moral limits to such an extent as is needed to trespass/ side 
step into the abyss, they will find themselves in one of the aforementioned 
groups, SLAVE or MASTER. What will you be? 


TO INCREASE DARKNESS LIMITS MUST BE PUSHED AND 
SMASHED. 


Nightmare Tyrant 
Black Lodge Discipline Center 
Tempel ov Blood; 2009 EH. 


BLOOD FOR CRE 


TRANSMISSIONS ALIEN IC 


By Wulsin Alys Blake, TOB 


“Sanctus Satanas Sanctus, Dominus Diabolus Sabaoth. Satanas - 
Venire! Satanas - Venire! Ave Satanas, Ave Satanas! Tui sunt caeli, tua est 
terra - Ave, Satanas...” 


The words of the Sinister chant whispered forth into the night, 
reverberating amongst the dead, stale air of a maximum security prison in a 
certain Western nation. All was dark in the area, as in that hour of night no 
one walked except a lone guard making his rounds. 


As the words were spoken they came out with a slightly 
high-pitched, almost fiendish whisper. The adept knew that though such was 
spoken in solitude, that the words were being sent out into the void and were 
reverberating eternally throughout the ethers. Call out to the Backwards 
Darkness and the Backwards Darkness will respond in time... 


As the prisoner stared out the thin, slitted window of the cell into the 
vast sprawling city landscapes beneath him, he remembered words that he 
had heard spoken by his Satanic Master long ago: “Yours are the skies, yours 
are the earth...” All the earth lies in wait, in sensual and feverish anticipation 
of the arrival of the Dark Gods from the black planes of the Acausal. The very 
blood of slain warriors of waning Western Aeon groan in want of the beings 
which are to take their rightful place in the unfolding destiny of the earth. 
When, via the harsh ordeals and alchemical change processes of those of the 
Sinister Path, a new species shall be brought about - beyond and above what 
is currently called ‘humanity.’ The Dark will be presenced. The Sinister shall 
manifest in the physical. 


The prisoner continued chanting, without cessation, allowing one 
repetition to flow directly into the next. As the chant proceeded the adept 


noticed that a strange and anomalous heat began to presence itself in the cell - 
a hot, humid pressure as if the very atomic structure of the surrounding 
atmosphere was being changed rapidly and severely. The presence of heat 
descended, and then settled itself in the area directly surrounding the 
chanter’s body. 


Soon, the individual’s vision began to blur and as he looked across 
the landscape filtered through the scum-covered window, he saw himself 
looking miles upon miles into the distance. A demonic quality of vision had 
entered into him, making his abilities absurd and acute. First he only saw the 
buildings of a few miles but within minutes his vision took him far beyond 
the cosmopolitan vistas of the city and into the outlying countryside and 
soon, across oceans. And then, his vision extended across space-time itself. 


A barbaric rustling of dead leaves and the snapping of branches 
comes into the realm of your auditory perception. The tramping of hooves, 
but these are hooves of no animal that you have ever seen. Busting forth from 
the heath comes a squat, fuming figure with the legs of a goat and the body of 
aman. Your flesh creeps as you see him, and you feel as if your head and 
very body will burst with this new and sinister knowledge to which you have 
now been made privy to. Things that mortal eyes are not meant to perceive. 
Oh, horror! This being is beyond human, it is in itself an inhumane creature, 
subject to every barbaric cruelty and pagan sacrifice imaginable! See that it is 
sexually virulent as well as violent, for the stiffness of its saturnine member is 
obvious. 


Its eyes are pure, black marble. Its head crowned with the curled 
horns of a ram and its mouth partially obscured by a matted beard the colour 
of earth, sprinkled graciously with fragments of grey, blood-spattered brain 
tissue. But through this beard you see rows upon rows of sharpened animal 
teeth. The teeth of a predator. The fangs of a being who lives by the law of 
tooth and claw. Every part of the entities body is a roaring monstrosity, a 
wonder unto itself. Oh Master of Awe and Derision! You find it hard to focus 
on any one part of the being’s anatomy at any length and near impossible to 
comprehend the full glories of his complete figure at even one glance. 


Vaporous fog issues forth from the undead and alienic intelligence’s 


snorting nostrils. Yet, the air around him seems full of an insane heat - 
although the forest in which he stands is obviously enveloped in the cool 
chilled portions of season right before the onslaught of a bleak and frosted 
winter. 


From the depths of the woods behind the entity you begin to hear the 
frenzied beatings of tabors accompanied by laughter, which seems to be 
issuing forth from children, male and female, who are possessed of some 
fulsome and preternatural intelligence. 


“Agios O Atazoth!” - the chant is spoken, laughed and screamed 
into the twilight. Faster and faster the chant is continued, faster and faster is 
the beating of the primal drums. More possessed and sinister comes the 
laughter of the children of the woods. You begin to sink into the blackness of 
unconsciousness and the last thing you see is a small, pale child with her 
ghostly mates begin to crowd around you; smiling with a sexual gleam that 
children of that age should not possess according to the dictates of the 
Magian Nazarene. 


A small blonde girl smiles, laughing softly as her lily white arms are 
outstretched to begin binding you with leather cords... 


“Sanctus Satans Sanctus, Dominus Diabolus Sabaoth! Satanas - 
Venire! Satanas - Venire! Ave Satanas, Ave Satanas. Tui sunt caeli, tua est 
terra. Ave Satanas...” 


In the depressive and black atmosphere of the prison cell, the adept 
continues his chant, and wonders about the prince who is said to be soon 
arriving into the causal through and via the obscene and horrid angles which 
are compounded in a numerical matrix of nine. And what of that pristine and 
immaculate Tempel ov Blood, inhabited by the Cruel Emperors and 
Empresses who walk yet are not living? 


As dry wood is consumed to the flame, so is the earth and the age 
which is present consumed by disruptive energies which issue forth from the 
living and physical nexions which are portals of the Aeon-to-come. 


As the night ends, the prisoner sits still looking out into the same 
vista of metropolitan horror, though now the night has ended and the 
landscape is fogged with the humidity of a summer morning. 


He knows that in two hours he will be led down the steel and 
concrete hall to the electrocution chamber by grim-faced federal agents. 
Through his mind, every instance of memory begins to bubble up into his 
conscious awareness... 


Walking through vast forests with the ravens circling overhead... 
Being pelted with stones and bricks as he flew the swastika along with his 
revolutionary comrades even in the most communist infested 
neighborhoods. The faces and soft bodies of the many girls and others that he 
had loved and, inevitably, lost. 


Suddenly he hears the turn of the lock and the grim-faced guard 
stands before him, ready to carry him on to his final walk toward a burning 
and searing death by high voltage physical incapacitation. 


Immediately before the hood is brought over his eyes, several 
minutes before the execution starts, when he knows that he will convulse as 
his eyeballs liquefy and smoke arises from the busted sinews of his hands, a 
vision of Aeons past and Aeons to come is brought forth into his mind’s eye. 


The ram-horned entity in the forest, along with the sensual throng of 
little children, wait for him anxiously. His tour of duty on this causal plane 
was soon to end, but his purpose had been served. He had made the ultimate 
sacrifice. He had given a Gift to the Prince. 


Wulsin Alys Blake 
May 30", 2003 E.H. 
Ravensbruck Terra 


NEXIONS - AN EXPLANATION 


By Nightmare Tyrant; TOB 


There has been much confusion in the recent as to exactly what a 
"nexion" is, having many groups using this term specifically over the last few 
years without a correct understanding of the term, and thus perverting its 
meaning. This ms will serve to clear this confusion for those blinded by the 
thick fog of idiocy that is so prevalent today. 


A Nexion (general) is a direct link or contact line to a certain source, 
place or thing. This can be physical, mental or spiritual in its manifestation 
depending on the circumstance and context. 


In context to the sinistral path however, a nexion is a tendril leading 
to that abysmal source of backwards darkness. A direct death-line to the 
hungry furnace of Hell which can be tapped into and brought forth into the 
causal realm. 


One who has passed through the jaws of the devouring demon who 
is known by the numerical code of 333 will become a physical nexion in the 
flesh, having tapped in to that abysmal source of backwards darkness and 
thus from that point forward, radiating that same black energy like the after 
effects of a location which has experienced a nuclear disaster - being forever 
stained for the rest of their existence. 


In like manner and in further referencing the example of a nuclear 
disaster, a physical location which has through strenuous ordeals and feverish 
black rites, absorbed the currents of this down flowing stream, also becomes 
"stained" transforming into a physical point of contact. In this event an up 
rise of disasters, criminal activity and other such "negative motion" will 
begin to take place in the surrounding area as the radiation of the location 
reaches out and touches those around it. 


In conclusion, when it is said that an individual, group or location is 
a nexion it means that they have become a direct link or line of contact to the 
supernal force of Evil - the ever hungry Darkness which is alien to this causal 
world. Through becoming a "walking nexion" one becomes a DEMON IN 
THE FLESH thus evoking through that direct line or umbilical cord to the 
Abyss, the acausal energies into this world causing disruption, madness and 
ultimately working towards the establishment of HELL ON EARTH. 


Nightmare Tyrant 
Black Lodge Discipline Center 
Tempel ov Blood; 2009 E.H. 


A NOCORLIAN 
CRANES DI 


WLIN 


CHE CRUEL EMPRESS 


Tempel ov Blood 


Bitter night winds of winter rushed through the grim landscapes, 
audibly shrieking against the tips of the cragged mountains and down through 
the ancient hardwood forests. The hooting of the owls was lost among the 
symphony of night triumphant as the limbs of the wood creaked in evil 
rejoicing of the dawning of the dark. 


High atop a particularly ghastly mountain stood a black castle built 
entirely of onyx - its forbidding shadow structure built upon the very face of 
the rock. Thousands of years ago, vast tunnel systems had been built leading 
from the castle into the very roots of the mountain below the earth. Down 
these horrid corridors were dungeons deep and dark, their prisoners lost and 
forgotten and silenced by the endless night. 


Along a downward slanting road through the forest leading toward 
the castle main gate trotted a team of four pale horses pulling a covered 
wagon of deep burgundy. The coachman was tall and gaunt, clean-shaven 
and very pale, for he had never seen the light of the sun. If you would have 
been standing close to the road when the carriage passed, you would have 
heard the sound of young sobs and crying coming from its decadent recesses. 
Inside the carriage rode only the Empress and her Opfer for the evening. 


At one time, according to legend, the Empress herself had been but a 
common girl - living in one of the innumerable nondescript villages in the 
nondescript land before the turning of the Aeon and the return of the Undead 
Gods to open power. When she was seventeen years old she was visited by a 
certain noxious intruder during the night and since then she had been 
Immortal. Her Immortality had bred in her a coldness, a cool and clinical 
approach to rule over humans, her herd, with a fist of iron bathed in a torrent 


of ever flowing claret. 


An hour later her coach was inside the castle gates. The coachmen 
opened the door quickly and then began unhitching the team of horses, 
leading them to the stables beyond. The Empress led the young peasant girl, 
who was now quite hysterical, towards the entrance of her nocturnal abode. 
All the while she cooed and caressed the young female, offering false 
assurance. Even so, the Empress’ eyes shone with a demonic luminance. All 
that had been human had left her, thousands of years before, on that fateful 
night of darkness and pain when she herself was but a teenaged wench. 


Up endless corridors, through passageways and down spiraled 
stairways beneath ornate paintings dedicated to her kinsmen - Azanigin, 
Shugara, Gaubni... The opfer still sobbed, but the Empress pulled her along 
as one would a child, with indifference towards the suffering which she was 
inducing for the mortal serf. 


“Please ma’m, please! Let me return home!” 


The Empress gave a cold smile over her shoulder before responding, 
still pulling the child along incessantly. 


“Certainly you would rather stay here, with me?” 


The girl looked incredulous, before breaking out into a new spat of 
sobs and sniffing. 


“Come, come child... I am the Lady of this land, and you have been 
specially chosen to be with me on this night. It is not everyday that one such 
as you becomes the guest of royalty, hmmm?” 


The girl did not respond. 


“Child, you must realize that we are all part of the whole. And, as 
such, it comes down to the bare facts of the matter that your independent 
wishes or comfort mean little in relation to the onward concourse of the 
change, which my Initiates and Adepts have and continue to execute. Don’t 


you realize child, that you are now a daughter of the New Aeon? And, by 
your blessed flesh being submitted to my own, you shall ensure the 
continuation of what has already been started?” 


The girl began crying hysterically, whispering the words “Oh 
Baphomet, mercy for us sweet Baphomet!” in-between her emotional 
outbursts. 


“There, there child. That’s better.” 


Three o’clock in the morning, the hour of the Wolf and the 
inauspicious portent of Fenris, the blessed slayer of the white-sepulchers who 
were called ‘gods’ in the old Aeon. 


The blue room is now splattered with shed blood. A thick trail of the 
stuff leads towards the spiral staircase which descends downward. At the 
bottom of the staircase is a ladder which leads upwards towards the very top. 


Outside the castle. 


The Empress stands looking over into the vast forests of the 
pre-dawn. The wind has calmed and an eerie silence permeates the landscape. 
Cradled in her arms is the desiccated husk of the child. Already, her blood 
which was spilt has spawned several golems, which will be useful for the 
workings which lie ahead. 


“Noctulians...” 
The Empress speaks with a husky, sensual voice. 


Below, wolves gather from the forest, howling at the Empress and 
gazing upward towards the fortifications of the castle. 


The Empress leans over and drops the corpse into the thin air. It drops, 
thudding upon the wintry ground where it is quickly quartered and consumed 
by the wolves. 


NOTES ON SINISTER CHANT 


By Czar Azag-kala; TOB 


At the time of this writing, that being, the year of the Fuhrer 114 
(Era Horrificus), the violent winds of war are upon the horizon. The planet 
Mars in it’s expansive galactic circuits has now reached close to the earth 
planet - closer than it has been in the last fifty-thousand years. Increased 
number of Sinister temples operating around the globe are hastening the 
process of constructing nexions - the gates by which there will come an 
influence of Sinister energies onto the casual plane. These Sinister energies 
and the manifestation of the Dark Gods will be presenced in many ways. Via 
invocation (taking the Dark Gods of the Sinister Pantheon, one or many, into 
the self) and evocation (achieved via practical manifesting of chaos and evil 
into the world) the basic fabric of reality on the earth planet is shifted. Our 
Sinister brothers and sisters across the globe hasten the process by which 
advanced human evolution shall take place. 


By necessity, according the amount of dross which currently 
burdens mother earth, this increase in evolution amongst the elite of the 
left-hand path will be preceded by horror and sickness and plague amongst 
the populace. As Mars draws closer, and as the Dark forces beyond the gates 
near the planet Saturn write and quake for total release from their 
dimensional prison, the rotted bones of the Ancient Ones shall assume new 
life. As even the Magians realize, the dead shall walk - there shall be a sort of 
‘resurrection’ which will take place. Aptly put by Christos Beast in the 
Self-Immolation Rite: ‘the hideous dead rise to strangle the living’. ‘Life’ as 
we know it will cease to exist. ‘Half - Life’ will permeate the slave drones of 
the obsolete race of ‘humanity’. The Undead shall rule in open power. All 
manner of Darkness shall be unleashed, and the Dawning of the Dark Age 
shall commence. 


The correct practice of Sinister Chant aids the coming of the Dark 

Gods. As the chants are practiced, the words go forth to reverberate eternally 
amongst the ethers. It is often observed that calamity, chaos and terror erupt 
in and around the geographical locations where a Sinister Initiate executes 
their rituals and practices. At any given night that an adherent of the Sinister 
Path practices Sinister Chant, there may be observed (post the fact) that upon 
nights that practice is enacted there will be a pronounced increase in murder, 
chaos and catastrophe in the region in which the sorcery is so enacted. 


Sinister Chant also aids in the mutation of the practitioner. Sinister 
Chant, practiced daily, under strenuous conditions, will aid in the shedding of 
one’s humanity and will hasten the influx of Sinister entities which will 
possess the individual and then fuse (or abolish) with what could be termed 
the base ‘personality’. Sinister Chant will NOT be effective practiced while 
living a soft, materialistic, harmless lifestyle. The more inherently SATANIC 
the life of the practitioner, the more fully will the Dark Gods respond to the 
chant. Focused and continual chanting will, in many cases, bring about a state 
which is akin to traditional termed POSSESSION. For minutes, hours or days 
(or longer) the practitioner may experience the reality that he or she is 
detached from the body - watching their own selves acting and interacting in 
fashions which are not native to the base individual. 


During these periods of possession, the speech, intellect, body 
language and other identifying factors of the person will change rapidly. 
Actual physical mutation (real, biological metamorphosis also known as 
‘shapeshifting’ in European lore) is not uncommon amongst more gifted 
adherents of the Prince. 


Use of each of the Sinister sigils while practicing Sinister Chant is 
recommended. It aids focus and we must remember that the sigils themselves 
are actually ‘keys’ to the Abysmal energies of the Dark Gods. Likewise, the 
chants themselves are also ‘keys’ to the Dark Gods. Combined, they quicken 
the manifestation of the energies of the coming Age of Fire - both within the 
world, and within the self as well. With your effort at Sinister Chant, you will 
aid the Sinister Dialectic and help bring about ‘Solvet Saeclum in favilla’ 


Practice the ‘Diabolus’ (Dies Irae, Dies Illa) surrounded by the 


sigils of Vindex (to the left), Atazoth (in the center), and Binan Ath (to the 
right). Chant loudly according to the traditional tune and meter - 
continuously. Envision the outpouring of the breath to be likened unto the 
outpouring of flame from the apparatus of war, like the outpouring of black 
shapes from rents in the heavens (the gates have opened) in shadowy, sinister 
countryside. Stare absently into the sigils. 


Via these practices you shall increase in knowledge and increase in 
your power as a Son or Daughter of Shaitan, our Dark Prince. Your aim is to 
become as a demon in the flesh, fully demonized, with total disregard for the 
edicts, utterances, conventions and morals of the slave race known as 
humanity. 


Behold the fire... 


Czar Azag-Kala; TOB 
114 YF ERA HORRIFICUS 


Added Postscript from the author: Be advised that TOB upholds the 
utilization of the meditation/images within BBOS II by Christos Beest 
irregardless of the ONA’s recent removal of that particular volume from their 
cannon. 


Although in the ONA’s perspective certain images within allegedly failed to 
presence the Dark, their usefulness has been pronounced in the family’s 
peregrinations from secret compounds in mountainous locations to the 
sub-tropical heat of southern correctional institutions over several years. 


Composition of simple songs utilizing the text sections after each sigil in 
BBOS II (for instance, the “Vindex” “two horses fight within a circle of 
trees...”) to an easily repeated and remembered tune can be useful for 
constant repetition by vocal recitation and mental remembrance. 


AMERICA AND CHE SINISTER 


By Czar Azag-Kala; TOB 


When we begin to analyze the nature and quintessence of what is the 
Sinister Path, and, especially, the Sinister Path in it's task of working towards 
enacting the forcible intrusion of the Dark Gods upon this planet to open 
power - a certain intuitiveness and discernment must be in place in properly 
and correctly gauging the field of operations in which the Satanic Initiate or 
Adept finds him/herself. 


The depth of perspective needed to effectively execute acts of 
Aeonic magick are only gained through experience - this is the first 
prerequisite for those attempting to change and manipulate the concourse of 
history in favor of the purpose of the Dark Gods from beyond the astral gates. 


While many neophytes may be very enamored with the concept of 
Aeonics because of it's power and scope (as well they should be), it must be 
taken into account that Aeonics is best enacted effectively by persons who 
have lived, bled and suffered for Shaitan already for a period of at least 
several years. This is not to discourage those who are neophytes - nay! Far 
from it. It is apparent that even those who are relatively inexperienced in the 
path and in life in general can still aid the casual manifestation of one or more 
Dark Gods via practical acts of evocation - and we, in America, have seen 
this happen many times in the past form various angles. Even still - the 
monumental and earth-shattering effects upon the globe must be undertaken 
by Satanists with a level of maturity in the path. This does not in fact always 
necessitate a vast expanse of time, simply a vast expanse of experience - real, 
dark experience as befitting an adherent of the Way. 


It stands to reason that via the participation (whether that 
participation be minimal or extreme in scope) within the path on any level is 


aiding in some way the Sinister Dialectic. With more experience, there comes 
a more effective operative for Sinister purposes. The Tempel ov Blood 
especially, via our targeted use of vampiric metamorphosis and increasingly 
harsh alchemical change processes, are offering the tools for rapid results. 
Our members do in a year what the mass of humanity only dream about 
accomplishing in a lifetime. 


Step by step, the Sinister is taking hold on American soil. This 
agenda is being ruthlessly carried out by several different, independent 
organizations working alone but with the same goal (more or less) in mind - 
the bringing about of a new Dark Age, not in the sense of profusion of 
ignorance - far from it! Rather, an age in which darkness reigns supreme - 
when the weak, effeminate characteristics of a Magian infested civilization 
shall be immolated and turned to ash. In it's place shall be a civilization where 
proper perspective is part of the social and governmental equation (if indeed 
there are any 'human' governments left). In essence, the age will be a 
SATANIC AGE - an age concerned more about what truly is and bereft of the 
profusion of enervating illusions which haunt the minds and spirits of modern 
day America and Europe. 


In the coming DARK AGE - there shall be proper honour given to 
honourable violence. There shall be proper warrior codes; no longer shall 
weak and niggardly apes function in the infrastructure of society. It shall be 
the return of the beasts of prey - the day in which the emaciated corpse of 
Nosferatu rises from it's primeval catacombs - the day when plagues and rats 
run rampant throughout the Beverly Hills mansions once inhabited by the 
erroneous 'American elite’ - a class of people who have long since perished, 
their radiation poisoned cadavers piled, wily-nily, on the 'highways' which 
are now infested by barbarians and astral beings of walking death. 


Have you enjoyed your internal visions thus far in the reading of this 
article? We certainly hope so, because as has been scientifically proven: 
words and images in actuality effect biological change in the make-up of the 
human brain. Thus we, those adherents within the pristine halls of the 
immaculate Tempel ov Blood, are purposefully inserting certain subliminal 
‘key-words' and phrases inside of this article to intrude and disrupt the 
consciousness of you, the reader. 


America is ripe for the coming of the cruel emperors and empresses 
‘Of The Blood’. Consciously or unconsciously, the American people wait 
with baited breath for the return of those who have no name from the gates far 
beyond the stars, where no human life can dwell. 


A popular colloquialism in the United States is: "The train is leaving 
the station, are you aboard?". Have you hopped aboard the train of coming 
darkness and Satan reigning triumphant? We certainly hope so, for if not, not 
even the annals of history shall mention the memory of your person - for such 
amemory will not exist ina world where much more pressing concerns are in 
the minds of all - such as basic survival, glory, horror and the aftermath of 
nuclear holocaust. 


Already, the American infrastructure is descending at a rapid pace 
towards the level of apes - in such an atmosphere in which decadence and 
enervation reigns supreme, in an atmosphere when the organic and genuine 
intelligentsia are regularly branded as 'terrorists' and mental midgets are 
glorified as societal role-models, this my friends (or enemies) is the 
atmosphere in which the dedicated cadres of ALIENIC INHUMANE 
CONQUERERS can enter in and, without 'a shot being fired’, gain total 
control of all that is, all that was and all that shall be. 


Victory through infiltration. Victory through infiltration. Have we 
gotten your attention yet? I certainly hope so. America and Americans are 
without a doubt, the most arrogant people on the face of the planet. Europe 
endures plagues, famine, revolutions and wars and because of such, possess a 
certain sort of sadness and resignation to fate as a result. 


America, on the other hand, breeds plagues within our laboratories, 
executes trade embargos, executes CIA ‘black projects’ to train natives to 
foment revolutions in foreign countries and start wars for fun and profit. 
America indeed, is a different sort of land. Already because of America's 
happy rebelliousness and moral absence the country and it's ethos has been 
branded as "sin city" and "Mystery Babylon" respectively. 


Shall we count the ways in which America is ripe for a total psychic 
pogrom? Shall we contemplate the many reasons why it is inevitable that the 


astrals of the mass of this nasty nation's inhabitants shall be forcibly 
‘excommunicated' or 'vacated with extreme prejudice’ by nine-fold 
thirteen-fold astral clans of uncool, uncaring, undead who shall then proceed 
to 'reanimate’ the flesh thereof? 


I for one shall not be the individual to spell these consequences out 
to your person, for I have already intimated at what is inevitably to come and 
you yourself can consider and meditate in darkness upon that which has been 
spoken in this communication. 


And this is the message to the adherents of the Sinister Path 
inhabiting the United States of America: Study carefully the history of 'evil' 
in your own country, experience the highs and the lows of 'American 
experience’ and gain insight according to the precepts of Satanic/vampiric 
metamorphosis as promulgated by Tempel ov Blood. 

Control over man is all. 

Control is yours to take. 


Control is won by lying, intimidating.... 


Control....Control....Control . 


SATANISM AND POLITICS 


By Nightmare Tyrant; TOB 


REVOLUTION is the core fundamental of Satanism. Satan exists to 
revolt and rebel against creationism and the illusion of existence to bring 
about Chaos, the Great Dissolution ( MAHA PRALAYA ). When the first 
light emanated from primal darkness and saw nothing but itself, it 
pronounced itself "god" and created existence. Simultaneously, when the 
first light emanated, so did the rebellious and destructive force of Satan 
spring forth. In this very fine and potent example we see that the origin of 
Satan and his purpose - to turn the world upside down and increase Chaos 
until all is dissolved back to its primal origin. 


What can we learn from this and how does this relate to politics? 


As Satanists it is our duty to follow in the Lords footsteps, 
manifesting His will within this world, in this life, NOW! 


Politics is the next biggest part of civilization beside religion. 
Having said, if we are to take part in world politics on one level or another for 
the benefit of our sinister aims, we should seek to associate with and/or join 
with a revolutionary political movement which is in hard contrast to the 
present government and societal superstructure, which seeks to cripple the 
current "powers that be" resulting in widespread chaos, rioting and crime. 


These kinds of groups can be found in both the Extreme-Right and 
the Extreme-Left. Both groups are aimed at undermining the system for 
different reasons; where the far right is reaching for revolution via national 
ethnic cleansing in most cases and violence against radical immigration and 
capitalism, the far left is seeking revolution against oppressive government 
forces which seek to enslave the masses via multiple machinations. Both 
groups while appearing to be very opposite from each other, inherently share 


many similar goals. Predominantly, waging war against the government and 
turning the system topsy-turvy. Do not be confused when we refer to the far 
left, we are not referring to the apathetic hippies who call themselves 
communists, nay. In this message we are referring to the very militant 
disciplined nature of both sides, as an example SS = Right as executed under 
Himmler and NKVD = Left as executed under Beria. 


What are we hinting at? A present day secret "police" (enter 
substitute name here) force styled regime which is instead of being 
fundamentally fuelled or led by governmental powers, is fuelled with pure 
hate and cruel intent AIMED HIGH at burning the system alive and 
establishing a real life HELL-ON-EARTH scenario. A regime of shock 
troops hellbent on committing atrocious acts under the banner of Shugara for 
the glory of Satan, attaining authoritarian power through TERROR against 
the mundane bourgeois cattle of the international world! 


reach out and touch it. 
Nightmare Tyrant 


Black Lodge Discipline Center 
Tempel ov Blood, 2009 E.H. 


À TREATISE ON SINISTER 
DIALECUICS 


by Czar Azag-Kala; TOB 


The Tempel ov Blood, far from being a fly-by-night operation of 
what is sometimes referred to in the ‘modern’ world as ‘occultic’ or ‘satanic’, 
is, in fact, concerned with enacting agendas of a long-term nature with 
far-reaching implications for both those who participate (in one way or 
another) with the work of the Tempel directly as well as the general populace 
of this earth planet. In fact, the Tempel ov Blood is engaged in what members 
of the Roman Equity system of law practiced in America would term as a 
grand or broad based CONSPIRACY. 


Naturally, this ‘conspiracy’ as such is seen as detrimental towards 
the forces controlling the Magian Lodge (which is already in the process of 
dismantling itself via decadent, internal self-destruction - that being hardly a 
fit state in which to battle it out with the forces of the Sinister Path). Yet, the 
discerning observer realizes that all the works of the Sinister Path in general 
can only be beneficial towards human kind, whether that be in the form of 
creating new Adepts or mercifully culling the dross from the globe via means 
which will not be discussed herein. 


Why then, is the Tempel ov Blood largely ignored by the kinds of 
law enforcement agencies that track and monitor other so-called ‘extremist 
groups’? The reason being is precisely this: the aims and the goals of the 
Tempel ov Blood, in keeping with our processes of Aeonic manipulation and 
promulgation of the Sinister Dialectic, are seen, to mortal eyes, to be so huge 
in scope that they determine that our goals are practically ‘impossible’ and 
thus, such organizations as ‘Satanic Temples’ therefore must be merely 
fantasy. 


As the Judeo-Christians know, as expressed in their popular music 
of the day: (Satan) ‘My job is getting very simple now, since no one believes 
in me anymore’. Since the underground nature of most Sinister temples puts 
us under the proverbial radar so to speak, this is one reason why we do not 
face hard repercussions from the external/exoteric forces that would seem to 
be either run directly or controlled remotely by the Magian/White Lodge. 
However, the main reason is that the machinations of beings who are in fact, 
non-human, beyond humanity in every respect, are too in-depth and complex 
for an unevolved human being to understand. 


Physically, physiologically, psychologically, spiritually and 
intellectually, those are of the new race - the progeny of the Tempel ov Blood 
- are operating on a completely higher level than the masses of humanity. 
While the new, sensitive Nazarene-trash breed of humans bemoan the social 
affliction of ‘racism’ , they ignore much more sinister malaise which 
threatens their feeble existence. While they chase after so-called ‘racists’ the 
real perpetrators of their woes operate unseen and with full, unholy fury: 
behold - the SPECIESTS. 


114 Era Horrificus; 2003 EH 


THREE AM 


By Nightmare Tyrant; TOB 


He sat gazing into it for hours it seemed, somehow drawn in like 
nothing else existed. Time seemed to dissipate while in this space. 


Over the past year he had gone from being anti-social to becoming 
an outright recluse. Doctors told him he had Anti-social Personality Disorder 
with sociopathic tendencies, but in truth they were barely touching the tip of 
the iceberg. 


He spent most of his time, when not working his mundane low 
profile job, closed off from the world in his mobile home out near the woods. 
He did not watch nor did he have T.V., his phone never rang and he ate just 
enough to survive, going days on end without consumption of water. 


He would come back to this place nightly, each time going further 
inwards. Often he would contemplate the great progress he had made over the 
last year “building the new machine” as he would put it. What used to be an 
inward journey now in turn had become more like core genetic surgery, in a 
constant state of being under the blade. From the common eye he would 
appear to be a sickly person due to the extreme pale tone of his skin, pale to 
the point of having a grey tint to it. But he never got sick...nor did he really 
resemble a common human... 


Sometimes he would see them flicker in the dark reflection of that place, their 
dead lights shape-shifting throughout the landscapes not seen by the 
untrained eyes. Other times they would come to him in his sleep in different 
demonic and alienic shades and forms. As if they never slept he could feel 
them watching him at all times. 


Howling winds and thick grey fog would often present themselves 


in the general area of his nest, and when he stepped outside the sun would 
disappear. 


Again he would come back to that place which he longed for, 
reaching further and calling out to them. 


This particular night however he cut his arm open with a razorblade 
to offer them blood, for he knew they were always 
hungry...watching...waiting for the invitation. This time staring in he could 
see right through to the other side. 


All went black — he lost consciousness... 


When he came to he could not see anything, unable to make out his 
surroundings. He could see off in the distance a small window which a dim 
light barely shone through. Moving towards the window and looking through 
he could see a small room blacked out with draped cloth on all four walls, 
windows and over the door. He could see the room was dimly lit with three 
candles just below the window. Before him appeared to be a lifeless cadaver 
on the floor with a laceration on its arm. On one side of the body there was a 
razorblade recently wetted on the floor, on the other side was a folded leather 
belt appearing as if it had been used in some sort of punishment ordeal. 


None of this scenario was familiar to him and he did not recognize 
the body before him on the floor. All he knew now was hunger. 


He had called them... THEY CAME! 
Nightmare Tyrant 


Black Lodge Discipline Center 
Tempel ov Blood, 2009 E.H. 


ALCHEMICAL ORBEAL - 13.555 


Tempel ov Blood 


Introduction: 


In all systems of the world including the federal government and 
military, there is a set system which is used to break down the subject (who is 
henceforth a funded "experiment" in themselves, who sometime receive 
some small compensation for their trouble) and build them back up again, in 
the image chosen by the experimenter - being usually a government or 
military. The system is known, when dealing with heretical groups, as 
"brainwashing". What the government does is never termed "brainwashing," 
but it lies to reason that with the years of experience and funding behind 
them, the government system of breakdown /psyche 
death/build-up-in-another-image model is far superior to what is practiced by 
many common ‘occult’ groups as we know of them today. 


Paramount to the system of 'breakdown’' is shock. Shock is a tool 
which is used, along with fatigue, stress and terror heaped upon the subject 
almost constantly. During the period following shock - certain ‘imprints' can 
be made, neurologically, upon the recipient of the shock. For instance, if one 
was in casual circumstances to see a sigil of Abatu this may or may not seem 
to be a significant experience itself. In fact, the seeing of such a sigil in 
normal or even induced 'magical' consciousness may not be enough to even 
put a strong enough neurological imprint into one's mind where the subject 
would even remember what the sigil looked like. However, if one was, for 
instance, beaten within an inch of their life and then had a sigil of Abatu 
shoved into their face - a very strong neurological imprint will indeed be 
made. 


This alchemical ordeal from the Tempel ov Blood is graded 18.333. 


18 standing for Adolf Hitler (A.H. = 18 numerologically) and 333 standing 
for the demonic entity known as the ‘Lurker at the Threshold’, i.e.: 
Choronzon. No pain, no gain. And remember that 'All that is great, is built 
upon sorrow’. Agios O Vindex Est Venturus! 


DIRECTIVES: 


Procure and memorize Sinister chants 'Diabolus' and 'Sanctus 
Satanas'. This can be both in the musical meter and for word purpose only, 
however, during this ritual the chants will be chanted consistently without 
any tune per se, in line with the beat of the heart (this is similar to the beating 
of the heart of the slain dragon Tiamat as her blood flowed out in tune with 
the heartbeat, creating the world). Practice listening to your heartbeat and 
uttering one word of the chant in tune with your footfalls - like a martial 
cadence seen used in militaries the world over. 


Memorize the ‘Our Father’ blasphemic rendition of the original, 
which can be found in manuscripts stemming from the Traditional Satanist 
group, Order of Nine Angles. 


The duration of this ordeal will be three months - three 
corresponding to Choronzon (or appropriate Sinister pantheon entity in 
similitude) and the breaking open of the psychic gates, thus allowing the 
powers and energies of the Abyss to enter into the physical plane. This ritual 
serves a dual purpose. One of the purposes will not be mentioned, but should 
be ascertained by the practitioner during the course of the ordeal. The second 
purpose is to presence the dark. 


The period of ritual will begin on the new moon and end on the new 
moon - three months later. The adherent should be dressed in black clothes 
and have a vial in which certain herbal tinctures have been collected (contact 
Tempel hierarchy for further information on the proper herbal compound to 
be used in your particular case). During the course of the ordeal, this vial will 
be worn via a leather thong or carried on one's person at all times excepting 
sleep, and then it should be placed no further than several feet from the 
adherent. 


Go dressed in black into the forest at the hour of 3 A.M. on the new 
moon, carrying your prepared tincture in a vial. Situate yourself in the forest 
where you have a view of the sky above you and absolute privacy from any 
humans coming near. If the state of complete solitude or deep wilderness is 
not feasible, make sure that you are prepared to deal with any trespassers who 
may enter into the area. 


Draw the sigil of NOCTULIUS upon a surface of earth. Within the 
sigil place the tincture which you have prepared. Begin an informal ritual by 
reciting the "Sanctus Satanas" and then the "Diabolus," followed by the "Our 
Father" prayer. Following this meditate upon SATANAS. You will remain, 
in meditation, until sunrise. 


As you perceive sunrise beginning to occur, take the tincture and put 
it on your person and with you left hand rub out the sigil of NOCTULIUS 
upon the earth with the words "Mein blut ist fur ihr". Leave the area without 
looking back. 


Upon arrival at your abode, immediately get upon the road and run 
one mile. If you are used to running more, up the number of miles 
appropriately. The purpose here is to create stress. The number of miles run 
and the length thereof is to cause discomfort - so go beyond your limits you 
have set for yourself, but never less than one mile. Upon reaching one mile, 
recite the "Our Father" prayer and turn around and walk back to your abode. 
Upon arriving back, recite the "Sanctus Satanas" or the "Diabolus". 


As this ordeal progresses, you should alternate one chant every 
other day i.e.: one day chant "Sanctus Satanas" and the next day "Diabolus" 
then back to "Sanctus Satanas". 


Recite the chant in line with your footfalls or your heartbeat as 
explicated at the beginning of ‘directives’. 


Every morning until the new moon three months from the beginning 
of the ordeal, you shall each morning repeat the process of running one (or 
more) mile, followed by the "Our Father" and the "Diabolus" or "Sanctus 
Satanas" on the walk back to your dwelling place. As your tolerance to the 


run begins to build, run farther so that in each instance you are reaching a 
state of fatigue/exhaustion. 


Before going to bed in the evening, recite the "Our Father" with 
reverence and conviction while staring into the glass of tincture which you 
have prepared. Have an alarm clock set and wake to repeat the same bedtime 
ritual at 12 A.M. and again at 3 A.M. Upon waking, undertake the usual run 
followed with appropriate chants. 


During this period of three months the adherent is to eat nothing 
except meat and liquids of animal products (such as goat or cow's milk). No 
cheese, bread or any solid substance other than meat is to be consumed. This 
will put the body into a state of ketosis and sooner than later your body will 
begin consuming itself. This process is not harmful. By NO MEANS should 
one cheat at all on said diet. 


By the time the period of three months is up, you will have reached a 
lithe or skeletal state befitting one of the predators of Tempel ov the Blood in 
the emerging alchemical state. On the new moon at the end of the ordeal 
period, proceed with black clothes and carrying your tincture into a secluded 
wooded area. This is NOT to be the same area which you used to commence 
with the ritual to begin with. 


At three A.M. assemble yourself in the woods and draw the sigil of 
NOCTULIUS upon the earth. Within the sigil place the tincture which you 
have prepared. Recite the "Diabolus" followed by "Sanctus Satanas". Follow 
this with a recitation of the "Our Father" prayer. Following this meditate 
upon SATANAS. You will remain in meditation, until sunrise. 


As you perceive the sun beginning to rise, take the tincture and drink 
it followed by the words "Ich bin Noctulius". Alternately (see T.O.B. 
representative for specific instruction) conceal the tincture within your 
clothing and offer to the Master/Mistress as a sacrifice. 


Rub out the sigil of NOCTULIUS upon the earth with your right 
hand while repeating the words: 
"AGIOS O NOCTULIUS". 


The ritual is at a close. 


Upon completion, the adherent should compose an essay on his/her 
experiences while and during this period of trial. Also, consultation should be 
made with a Tempel representative for any extra tasks which should be 
performed during this three month period. AVE SATANAS 


ANGRASS GRO 


SATANIC IIHAD 


By Nightmare Tyrant; TOB 


“Allahu Akbar! Allahu Akbar! Allahu Akbar!..”. The profound 
chanting of solidarity echoed through the halls of the underground secret 
temple, as the 22 masked men strapped bombs around the chests of their 
white cloth-draped bodies for practice. 


Their temple leader, Halmid Albiz Allah, who was born in Ontario, 
Canada, under the westerner name of Donald Keller, had no middle-eastern 
blood in him but had apparently converted to Islam a couple years previous 
under the guidance from sources outside of Canada. Halmid Albiz Allah had 
set up his Hamas chapter six months prior to this day and was working with 
intense enthusiasm to fulfil the "glory of god". 


Indeed Halmid was of all white descent, but this was of no concern 
to his Islamic brothers who were under his guidance. For it was the will of 
Allah to destroy the infidel.....the Jew. And together for the love of God, they 
would fulfil the will of Allah, with GLORY! 


Word surfaced within the Hamas chapter that in one month’s time 
there would be a large gathering of Jewish Defence League adherents inside 
of the local synagogue for the Jewish holiday Hanukkah (Festival of Lights). 
As many powerful politicians in the area are secretly Jewish or practicing 
Judaism outside of the public view, there would no doubt be some strong 
political numbers in attendance to this event. 


The pot began to stir and plans began to unravel... 


All twenty-two Islamic adherents gathered at the late hours of the 
afternoon in the secret underground temple to pray. Halmid had a dead calm 


over him, for he knew of the storm that lay ahead. Keeping silent during this 
time of praise, Halmid instead assumed a state of deep meditation... 


Three hours later... 


“Allahu Akbar! Allahu Akbar! Allahu Akbar!...” The chanting of 
the Islamic brotherhood roared with VIOLENT anticipation as leader 
Halmid dictated to them... 

“Death to the INFIDEL! Death to the Jew!, Death to ALL who OPPOSE the 
will of Allah! Allahu Akbar! Allahu Akbar Allahu Akbar!” 


Today was the day of judgement and today was the day the wrath of 
God would punish and eradicate the Infidels. Today was December 11, 2008, 
Hanukkah. 


Each man as practiced for some previous months, then strapped 
around their draped cloth bodies, eighty-eight sticks of dynamite. This time 
the dynamite was live and they each had a homemade sub machine gun to 
accompany them on their final journey to Allah. Halmid had previously 
obtained two blank white vans with tinted windows. The men quickly ran out 
of the underground temple and one by one packed into the two vans and sped 
off. Halmid took a separate vehicle and followed the two vans to their 
destination. 


All three vehicles arrived outside of the synagogue in the parking lot 
across the street. Halmid pulled up beside them and stepped out of his black 


jeep. 


The young men sat silently in the two vans awaiting further 
instruction, not a word was spoken in this time. Halmid stood outside his jeep 
dressed head to toe in a black draped cloth garment, wearing a balaclava over 
his head. He stared at the synagogue with a raging fire in his eyes, watching 
the sunset. All of his hard efforts were about to pay off... 


It was not long until it was pitch black outside, except for the 
festival lighting up the city around the Jewish synagogue. Hanukkah had 
begun. 


Halmid signalled for the men to step out of the vans quietly and to 
check their weapons to make sure they were locked and loaded. Halmid then 
said to all the men whom stood before him: “Make no excuses for yourselves 
this day. You shall be rewarded according to your deeds.” 


Upon those words the twenty-two men quickly ushered across the 
street to the front entrance of the synagogue. They opened the door and 
stormed into the building, locking the door from the inside with a lock they 
had brought along. The building was packed with hundreds of members of 
JDL, dozens of politicians and even more rabbis and common Jewish 
citizens. The Hamas fired three shots into the air to declare their entrance and 
began to chant “Allahu Akbar Allahu Akbar Allahu Akbar” upon which 
everyone began to scream. A small group of JDL ran towards the group and 
were shot down immediately, sending streams of blood rushing throughout 
the floor. The Muslims made their way into the center of the building as they 
began to become surrounded by the screaming Jews who could only imagine 
what was about to happen to them. 


Outside across the street, Donald stood, staring into a strange sigil 
which he had hidden in his pocket. In front of him was a pile of ashes from 
what was once the religious garments he had worn only minutes previous. 
Donald began to chant, “Agios Abatu Kthunae! Agios Abatu Kthunae! 
Agios Abatu Kthunae!” 


The screams from inside the synagogue got louder and more 
desperate as guns fired relentlessly. Suddenly, there was an enormous bang! 
The building instantaneously erupted in an explosion of fire and black smoke 
sending pieces of the building flying in all directions. Donald should have 
been thrown to the ground by the blast but, instead stood strong. A large drop 
of blood splashed onto the sigil which he held in his hands as he was nearly 
deafened by a unified scream which seemed to echo forth from the explosion, 
which actually sounded more like a roaring hiss. 


When the smoke cleared, Donald could see that some of the 
surrounding area of the synagogue had actually been charred from the intense 
heat of the explosion. 


Donald quickly got back into his jeep and started the engine. He could hear 
sirens blaring in the distance. With a cold stare, and a stark grin, Donald 
drove off into the night... 


One week later, in another part of the country... 


Chapter II 


The phone rang, once, twice, thrice. A voice with a tone of authority 
answered; 


-Hail YHWY! This is Commander Reginald speaking. 


-Hail YHWY’! This is Brother Eric. I am calling to announce my return from 
vacation. 


Reginald: Ah, Brother Eric, how was your time up North? 


Eric: It was very well thank you, it was very purifying and refreshing to get 
away for a while and stay in the cabin with Ellen. 


Reginald: Great to hear. I would hope that you would be as such from six 
months in such a place of nature and isolation with your heavenly woman. 
Speaking of which, when shall you bring her with you to our compound to 
meet her? 


Eric: Soon my brother, soon. She is a bit shy around others. Is there any news 
that I should know of? Anything I may have missed as of recent? 


Reginald: Understood. Indeed I have some horrible news to break to you, our 
reverend leader Fuhrer Marshall has disappeared without a trace just over a 
week ago. We fear the Evil Jew has kidnapped or worse our Holy Fuhrer. No 
one has seen or heard from Reverend Marshall in this time, including his 
family. We fear the worst, but have hope that YHWH will be with us in this 
desperate time... 


Eric: This is very bleak news Commander Reginald, I hope to God that our 


Reverend will turn up immediately and safely. What is a true Aryan fraternity 
of God without our Holy leader? This is horrible news to come home to... 
Reginald: Indeed it is brother; we have been in deep prayer since his 
disappearance. In other news and on a better note, our counsel has been 
discussing your official membership into our organization. Reverend 
Marshall and our counsel feel that you have shown great potential, 
enthusiasm, and devotion to our identity movement in your short but 
promising prospect period. Though you have been away for six months, we 
have previously discussed that upon your return, we would have you sworn 
into our Aryan fraternity. We must now put that on hold until our Fuhrer is 
located, so that he can make this so. 


Eric: It will be with sheer honour that I may be sworn in to the Holy 
fraternity. I will pray for the safe return of our Reverend and will be in touch 
in a few days. Hail the race of God! Hail YHWH! God Bless. 


Reginald: Hail YHWH! 


Donald hung up his temporary cellular telephone and exited his now 
stolen brown van. Donald was parked outside of a large warehouse in what 
seemed to be an abandoned area of the city. There was no sign of life or 
activity of any kind for at least a mile stretch around his location. 


Chapter III 


Entering the large empty warehouse, Donald closed and locked a 
large metal door behind him. There seemed to be rooms upon rooms as he 
walked through the empty, desolate building. His footsteps seemed to echo 
throughout. 


Stopping at the last room, he stepped inside to find a man duct taped 
to a hard metal chair. The man was hooded, gagged and had large ear muffs 
on to inhibit any sense of hearing. The man had obviously been undergoing a 
form of sensory deprivation, and had no doubt been starved to a point of near 
death. 


Beneath the man was carved into the ground a large pentagram, it 


seemed to be emanating a particular vacuum like sensation; almost as if 
hungering for something. 


Upon each of the four walls of the cold grey room were strange 
sigils, one of which was the very same sigil Donald had hidden in his pocket 
the night of the bombing. 


Shadows seemed to move about the room as Donald slowly walked 
up to the hostage. He was not bothered or shocked by the scene, as he had 
been here before. In fact, Donald had previously brought the man in bondage 
to this building some days ago. 


The heart of the prisoner began to beat faster as he could presence 
Donald in the room. Lifting the ear muffs from the prisoners head and 
removing the hood, Donald spoke into the prisoner’s ears in a stark and 
malignant tone. 


“Where is your fucking god now?” 


The prisoner, who was actually the missing Reverend Marshall, still 
gagged began to whimper. Donald stood before him shirtless exposing a 
tattoo over his heart of an inverse pentagram. The Reverend recognized this 
symbol immediately. It was the universal sign the Devil, that old serpent, 
Satan. 


Donald held in his right hand a large razor sharp bayonet which had 
inscribed upon the blade, the words “TERROR”. Tears began to run down 
Marshall’s face as he choked on his gag. The room seemed to suddenly drop 
several degrees with an increasing darkness overwhelming the atmosphere. 
Donald spoke again to Marshall,” The reaper is visiting with you.” 


With his left hand, Donald blocked his number and dialled his cell 
phone to Commander Reginald. 


Reginald: Hello? Hello? 


Reginald could hear in the background a subtle whimpering and gagging of 


the prisoner which immediately increased to a sound of utter horror and 
desperation. Reginald immediately recognized who he was listening to and 
began to cry out; “Reverend Fuhrer! Are you ok?!!!” 


Donald walked up to Marshall and held the phone in front of the 
victims face, letting Reginald listen to what would later psychologically 
damage him forever. 


Holding the large bayonet over Marshall’s throat, Donald exclaimed in a 
wretched and dominating voice;” We have come for you, not as an ethereal 
being, but asa DEMON IN THE FLESH. Behold, SHAITAN! 


We have come for your BLOOD. HELL IS UPON YOU! “ 
Reginald: “Reverend!!! No!!!” 


With that, Donald cut the opfer’s throat, letting out a nightmarish 
gurgling and gagged scream. Donald smashed the phone under his shining 
black garrison boots, and watched as the blood flowed to fill up the deep 
bloody pentagram which was carved into the filthy freezing floor. The 
entirety of the pentagram turned into a gaping black hole pulsating with 
Darkness. Donald began chanting as the victims life viciously slipped away. 
SHUGARA! SHUGARA! SHUGARA KTHUNAE! SHUGARA 
KTHUNAE! AGIOS SHUGARA KTHUNAE! AGIOS SHUGARA 
KTHUNAE! AGIOS SHUGARA KTHUNAE! 


The atmosphere began to thicken with the stench of rotting flesh, to 
a point of being suffocating and intoxicating. The victim’s last breathes 
closing in, haunting the last moments of his life as he continued to be 
devoured by the backwards Darkness, which gleaned under him like the rays 
of a black sun swallowing the light. 


Donald with his cold eyes stared into the eyes of the victim, feeding 
deeply of his blood essence. Gluttonous as it were this kind of pure life-force 


being released could not go to waste. 


An abyssic nexion had been opened and the currents of Hell now 


rapidly eschewed forth, intruding the causal plane to spread a plague of 
nightmares. 


Donald once filled on his victim’s blood essence, fled from the 

scene, leaving his dead victim to the hungry black hole which had been 
birthed forth this night. 
A bleak path lie ahead of Donald; a road to Hell paved in the blood of the 
white lodge enthusiasts and those who would seek to block the emergence of 
Satan. 

...Into the woods he disappeared... 


Nightmare Tyrant 
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There is no public contact information available for TOB at this time. 
For those who persist in their exploits toward finding the gateway to our 
night path you will eventually find us or we will eventually find you... 


